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hands to his mouth and thrice imitated the cry of the owl with such perfection that it was incredible that the sounds should have proceeded from the mouth of a human being. Then he picked up the casket and the keys and walked on tiptoe, listening intently. When they were within a short distance of the wall they halted again and, after a moment of anxious suspense, they heard a groan and a noise that sounded like a body falling. A. second or two later the signal was answered. " It is done/' the boy coolly remarked; " now let us
go."
" What is it that is done," the Queen asked, " and what was the groan we heard ? "
" There was a sentinel at the gate which opens on the lake, but he is no longer there."
The Queen felt her blood run cold in her veins, for she understood it all; some poor .wretch had lost his life because of her. She leaned falteringly upon Mary Seaton, who was, herself, well-nigh at the end of her strength. Meanwhile Little William was trying his keys; the second one opened the gate.
"The Queen?" whispered a man who was waiting outside the wall
" She is behind me," the boy answered.
George Douglas, for it was he, darted into the garden and, taking the Queen's arm in one hand and Mary Seaton's in the other, he hurried them to the lake shore. As she passed through the gate, Mary Stuart could not forbear to glance uneasily to one side and the other, and she thought she could see a shapeless mass lying at the foot of the wall. A shudder ran through her every limb,
" Do not pity him," said George, in an undertone," for it is God's justice. It is the infamous villain Warden, who betrayed us."